The Master of the House was in any case the product of a
profound and painful spiritual reaction.
At the time of James Douglas's attack upon The Well of
Loneliness, together with many splendid evidences of sym-
pathy, admiration and respect, there had been published a
peculiarly vile, obscene and blasphemous caricature of die
author which had not only disgusted and horrified us both
but which had caused her such deep spiritual pain that
throughout the remaining years of her life she could scarcely
bear to speak of it, even to me. Once she did say: *To
think that I should have been used as a means of disrespect
to Him . . .', nor did her complete helplessness and inno-
cence in the matter seem to afford her any consolation.
The Master of the House was written as an amends for that
insult to her Lord and to her Faith, and as such that book
was nearer and dearer to her heart than anything she wrote
before it or afterwards.
In it, and with Christophe Benedit, she believed, pitied,
loved and suffered, and as she approached the writing of
his martyrdom she became more and more absorbed in an
intensive study of the Passion of Christ. It was at this time
that a curious incident occurred which I shall merely set
down without any attempt at explanation.
She began to complain to me of continual and growing
discomfort in the palm of her right hand which interfered
with her writing. Very soon the same trouble appeared
also in the palm of the other hand; moreover the discomfort
increased gradually to very severe pain. She described it as
an intense irritation combined with sharp stabbing pain. It
prevented her sleeping, gave her no peace and effectually
defeated even her very vital inspirational concentration. We
repeatedly and minutely examined the palms of her hands,
finding no visible lesion of any kind, but as she suggested
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